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atuBtnmt 

RAGGED PAT.— An eld frieze-coat, patched and in rags— old patched 
corduroy breeches— hat, with crown hanging out. (See Picture.) 

DAN O'CAROLAN. — Frieze-coat— corduroy breeches — red vest — a 
farmer's hat. Second Dress.: A large frieze over-coat. 

NEIL O'CAROLAN. — A frieze-coat — brown cloth breeches and 
gaiters. 

CONOR.— Ibid. 

GASSOON.— Ibid. 

MONS. 'VOYAGE.— A fashionable, modern travelling- suit, with l»*ge 
whiskers for disguise. 

STONE.— Black coat and vest— breeches— Hessian boots— hat. 

MAGISTRATE.— Black old man's suit. 

JUDY O'TROT.— A quilted petticoat and short gown— large bott^«t 
%nd cap. 

HONOR ) , , , , 

<& V —Neat, plain, modern peasants' dresses. 

FLORENCE. ) 



STAGE DIRECTIONS. 



EXITS AND ENTEANCE8. 

L. means First Entrance, Left, R. First Entrance Right. S. E. ) 
Second Entrance, Left. S. E. R. Second Entrance Right. U E. L 
Ipp^ Entrance, Left. U. E. R. Upper Entrance, Right. %ffJ'J^; 
J. Left of Centre. 1^. C. Right of Centre.^. E. ^^ ^^^'^^^^^^'^^^f ' 
Left. T E. R. Trdrd Entrance. Right. C. D. Centre Door. ^:^^Dooi 
Right. D L. Door Left. U. D. L. Upper Door, Left. U. D. R. Uppe, 
Door, Right. 

%» he Reader is supposed tt i>e on ihe Stage, facing the Audience 



PREFACE 



This most successful drama is the sole property of Barney Williams^ 
Esq., and to whom the Publisher is indebted for the original MS. for pub- 
lication. Many spurious copies are extant, all of which were unlawfully 
obtained ; therefore, Mr. Williams determined to give it to the Public, aa 
written by its late lamented Author, who undertook it solely and expressly 
at the suggestion of Mr. W.,--and by whom it has been produced with th 
most unequivocal success in every city in the United States. 

Who has not wept over the sorrows of the O'Carolans, or enjoyed a 
hearty laugh at the humorous and impulsive generosity of Ragtred Pat and 
JudyO'TrotI 

The subjoined communication from Mr. Barney Williams will, no doubt, 
lie read with much interest : — 

To THE PUBMC AND THE THEATRICAL PROFESSION. 

That we are without a copy-right law, in this country, sufficient to pro- 
lect Authors and others, who are zealous to promote the cause of the 
drama, is a melancholy fact. Hence, there is no inducement for educated 
men to turn their attention towards the stage. Eminent artistes have 
offered large sums for dramatic productions ; but those who are competent, 
look upon it as a waste of time, when experience has taught them, that, 
on the first representation, a Firaie can purloin it with impunity, and 
dispose of it for his own emolument to whoever will become a purchaser. 
Such has been the case with regard to the drama of " Ireland as it is." 
It was written by the late J. H. Amherst, and first produced by me at the 
Bowery Amphitheatre (then, under the management of John Tryon, Esq.), 
and received with the most decided success. At this time, the sole right 
and property of the piece was purchased by ine of Mr. A., and I supposed 
it did in reality belong to me ; but in this I was mistaken— and it would 
afford me great pleasure to mention one honorable exception, throughout 
this country, where it has not been performed without the concurrence of 
the owner. Under these circumstances, I have given to Mr. Samuel 
French the sole right to publish it, leaving the Public to judge of its 
merit j & 

BARNEY WILLIAMS 
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ACT I. 



SC/JK.NE I -—Interior of a neat country farm-house— two folding-doom wida^ 
opened, offering a full view of a well-furnished /arm-yarrf— Florence at 
needle-work, r.—Neil O'Carolan, l. h., wriiing ma ledger, and his wife 
Honor Carroll, knitting— two girls in the hack-ground at needle-work. -^ 
Irish air, '* harp that once,'' corresponding to " home sweet horned 

Neil \ Closing the ledger :\ Faith, and there's but little to cheer my heart 
when I sum up my profit and loss, rather let me say, when I enter my 
losses, for profit, there has been none this many and many a day,--plenty 
xvould be the roads I can take for myself, but I'm distracted entirely, when 
I think of the wife and childer. [Rises, comes down. 

Hon. [Rising also.-] Don't agitate yourself, Neil, sure now it s because 
farm's running out, we must cut short our enjoyment, and endeavor to 
meet our difficulties by denying ourselves some few comforts ; oh, darlmg, 
it's a pity you ever took the farm again at such a dreadfully advanced 

^^^Neil. Is it yourself can tell me how I ought to have it ? my father, grand- 
father nay, great-grandfather held this little estate. 

Hon. Un tears, and leaning on his shoulder.-] Och! I know— I under- 
stand your feelings, but think for a moment, only for a moment, eight 
times, eight times the rent. . 

Neil Sure, it's true every word you say,— but T was in hopes that my 
Lord Squander, the new proprietor of the estate, would visit it, the time 

which was appointed. , •, .1 . i r xi. • * 4. 

Hm It's deceiving yourself you are, for few lords think of their tenants, 
except when quarter-day comes round, then and only then, their letters ar- 
rive to distrain and ruin them, if they can't raise their rents,— rarely is a 
week granted, the middleman proceeds in his unpitymg course, while tho 
real owner is ignorant of his supporter's sufferings. 

Neil Och, but that's true, Honor ; his tenants after all are his supporters, 
and the best of 'em are often turned pennyless adrift to make room foi 
some sly sneaking blarneying fellow, who in the end takes m middleman 
and landlord too. Well, if hard labor, if working, day and night, avert 
this calamity, Neil O'Carolan shall not be found wanting, where work s to 
be done, or money to be earnt. ,-,,- ^^ • i r - 

Flor. iRisiiig, R c] Brother, dear, if you could bring the mmd of y« 
t ) speak to Mr Septimus Stone, the Steward. 
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Neil, (c.) Faith, darling, but I have, and his answer was : You outbid 
my friend for this farm, and if you're not punctual in the payment of your 
rent, look to it, unless indeed you c.hoose to exert your influence with your 
sister in the way I've more than once hinted at. 

Fior. The odious man ! I'd sooner work day and night in the open air 
than marry such a black-hearted spalpeen. 

Hon. (l. c.) Nobody's asking you, darling ; I'd sooner see you bare-foot, 
3ay more, — I'd rather shelter with my children under the hedge on the 
road-side, exposed to all the miseries of cold and hunger than cause the 
blood of the O'Carolans to be mingled with that of an upstart wretch, who 
sprang from beggary and raised his fortunes by cruelty and savage extor- 
tion on the unhappy peasantry of my dear, dear, native Ireland. 

Flor. Och, hone, I sho'd like to hear of Conor O'Flaherty, for his good 
nature always dispels the clouds of misfortune. 

Con. [Singing without, L. a. e.] St. Patrick was a gentleman and came 
of dacent people, &c., &c. [Enter, c. d., goes to Florence] Ah, Florence, 
my darling, how fares it— hey day, why, Neil, what ails ye all \ the blue 
devils seem perched on the whole family. 

Neil, (l. c.) Conor O'Flaherty, it's courting my sister Florence there, 
ye're after !— but, perhaps, ye're intirely ignorant of a great misfirtune, 
that's come upon her. 

Con. (R. c.) Faith, am I — which 1 

Neil Then Conor, larn : she is poor, not a sixpence has she in the world 
— we find our prospects sadly qjianged since we renewed our lease here, 
and he, that takes her, must take her as she stands — what's your answer 
to that % 

Con. [Kissing her heartily.'] D'ye understand that, Florence 1 

Flor. (B.) Faith, but there's no mistakino; that answer, it's miffhtvheart> 
after all. ° » 5 J' J 

Con. [Pulls out ring.} And havn't I spoke to Father Flanaghan, and is 
it a dirty matter of money that's to part a pair of loving hearts— bad luck 
and a flinty road thro' life to the cold souled wretch, who'd buy the affec- 
tions of a woman, or sell his own. Faith, Florence, we shall be a pair of 
as poor merry happy devils as ever set Ireland an example how to rear a 
large family on a little money — look at the ring, Florence. 

[Takes a ring from his pocket, and shows it to Florence 

Hon. Come, let us try to be happy, and ho'pe for the best. 

Con. There's no philosophy like that, and I've made this morning call 
expressly to tell you the very same thing— for the bank is broke, wherein 
my poor mother deposited all her hard earnings — we're somewhat aground ; 
but, thinking the shortest cut to settle this business wo'd be to visit the 
landlord, the ould girl, unknown to us, tramps off to London on her ten 
toes, and only returned this morning. 

Hon. I hope her visit was attended by a good result. 

Con. Faith, but Judy, my mother, is not the person to open her mouth to 
please any one but herself I told her I was coming here, and her only 
answer was : hop over the bogs, darlint, and I'll be after you before you can 
say whisky. [Goes up the stage.} I'll take a peep, and see if— faith, Neil, but 
here's Dan, your father, coming at a snail's pace, and looking as tho' hia 
heart was too heavy a load to carry, without staggering under it 

[Music — Exile of Erin. 



IRELAND AS IT IS. 



grasp— then you ™^y ' j ^ it_i foresaw it ! screamed he, ex- 

u„X"\is''& ha^/in a threatening^ attitude. Ye shall out ever, 
Ss son of ye, unless the rent be pa.d. No answer ^rj-Jh* jarth 

Lt it's little ye're to expect from ™«^ D^^^O^^^did ye give to himi 
Neil. [Interrupting, eagerly^ And what answer uiu y ^8^^^^^^ ^^ ^.^^^ 

Ban None, not the least in 1^. jJI^f^-.i^I- TouU deTy" his Iwn 

s: t^rnintfrg^s^^^^^^^^^ 

gantry The only difficulty arises from the short time tnai i«"^J " . j 



pate roving blades," &c. 

Con. (R.) It's my mother commg now. 

Enter Judy OTlaheetv, hastily, o. d. 

My, (a. 0.) [OoMunoreMy^^^, C^L^nTS you'o^VnTai 
Jarlint^ Well, «here better co^d ye be^th^nc^^^^^^^ ^^ 

.„d lawful swee'l"'-^' F^°X m$ dalTnt. ^e looking as if ye'd .wal- 
England. 
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rodttutsi£nh;taKat\a^^^^^^^^ ^" ^^.r." '" "^«= ^^ ' 
lumps and buraps I receded seemed liU^r tT^^^.r''"'^ ^*""' ^""» ""e 

Due Sq„ander^Ho„se?ik London "^ '" ""^ "" ""'^' ^ '"<» '™'. ''"J found 
lorfZ,i'^ZS^:U,^^ ^' I -' think of this 1 And ,o„ found his 

want of idicadon. Och, I savs if I h JT^ =f n '.^T *°"'''' f"' "»eir 
the Flahertys, the ShaughS^^L Carfds'lSThi'F^'''"'^' ^°''?'' 
yes iligant speech. ButinYse]ffoundt}.J>,^n'» ? *"« ^^'annagans. tach. 
where there was a great lM^Cn„="V, ''°"^' ^'"'"' °"« ° «l<x=k at night, 
and when I ax?d thTmeSof haU th^vSr'' fj-g'ng.and bawling 
ionable row. Oh, ye divil Conor - T '^^^ '°"''' ™« '' was a row-a fash- 
broken limbs ye're a^^ays ^ttw'a the ows'"^: ?f '\^'i' ^""^ "*«' 
ye travel foi it. Well, honies Taxed L T! f °?"ny':'-''ok. 'ho' it's far 
craturscudn't be made trundersteni S^J,. A-**"' *'"' P°°' 'S"'"^"' 
bolted up staiis, pushed open a Se Dair of 'r.T? ^"^ "^ opportunity, I 
Judy O'Flahertv: in the midst onordsH/r''''' ^""^ ^'"""^ ""V'^^f' 
luck to ye, darlikts savs 1 ifif°li ■' '*^' '^"""«" «"<> fi-^'ers. Good 
[Z*<,jt,/a6;^3 dancmgye are-och, Garryowen foreve"' 

^o«. (t. c.) Wonderful ! 

rifiefft\^"ge:;tl^:;"'^lr,|^r-^^^^^^^^ O-Irot ter- 

that foolish question t Ye'il hear how m?,. h /°"' f '"^f "" <^'«'°'an, to ai 
St. Patrick knows who, but covered h" was al T" '""^uf- ^"^ "^ '""»- 
feet-just said. Pray, madaCIays he t^ ^hf f .k" u '^''' ^""^ '^«^'' "> 
indebted for the favor of thTs S' hlw- "^ *'i'' honorable company 
drinkables. That didn't L„ify 2 taTheTa^t^asi^' ''^^^ '"^ ^'•'' "^ 
rence-for the powthered boy was milhtv c vil /n , ^^r"'" ^S-^age, Flo- 
I pitch all apologies, darlint Herd's Ion ^nr","'' '? ^ '^"^' ^° ">« '^'"> 
tumbler of southing warm and go^ and thin ?/'/7:e"'^ ^ ""?'•"<> » 
a small matther of business to sfttte with W ''"'''u"'t e^"=°°n ^ had 

was not convanient to lave off the iS T ' l^f"-?' f " '"'? ^ ^"'^ «" '' 
among 'em. J'S^' ^ couU sit down for the night 



Con And did they permit that ' 
J«dy. Faith, did they, and mi^rht, 



.aidf ^as af ortlnar- No'n'^lfe'^^If' °'*'' ^^""^ ">«y ^-™e<J- Some 
Flahertys in myS But Z pi, •'.•'' '^^' M°' ^'^^ t^e blood of the 
bier of the war^aTd said ?hev mean't oT '* P""''^*r'' "« "'"» «"«">« »»"! 
i-,s, says , I have a^rSXtysTot^hTb^ylS^ffi^^^^^ 
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4t thrifies. D'ye tliink I'd have walked on my two feet all the ways from 
Ireland, to see his Lordship, to help me out o* my little troubles, and to 
settle the child Conor, and thin to be cantankerous 1 Fait, and its little yo 
know of Judy O'Trot, to suppose that thing ! Upon which a tall lady in 
black — heaven speed her — came up and tuk my hand, while she luked in 
my face, wid de water in her eyes, and axed me in a trimbling tone, if I 
had walked all the way from my own natral parts at home. And sure did 
I, ma'am, says I, or Judy would scorn to say that thing — ^bating the wather 
and the coach, which was no help at all at all ! Well, afther that, she put 
me to bed wid her own iligant hands ; and, after axing all manner of 
questions about the farm and some dirty blackguards that shall be name- 
less, she tould me my business should be settled intirely in the morning. 
And faith, so it was, for I've that m my pocket will startle somebody — I 
don't say who — only the first letther of his name 's Stone. 

Hon, (l. c.) Ah, had we but thought of telling ye of our hard case. 

Judy. Faith, more's the pity ye didn't, for I'd have made it known in a 
jiffy, and so have killed two stones wid one bird — ^but I saw no more of the 
lady in puson ixcipt by lether. [Unpins a letter from her bosom.'] Here's 
the scratch, all in lines as straight as a rail-road ; here, Conor, darlin, spill 
that! 

Con, " To Mrs. Judy O'Flahertyy 

Judy. Och, manners — to Mrs. Judy — iligant that— flatter myself, only 
my idication didn't ixtmd that length, but barring the writing and spilling 
and reading. Judy's a broth of a boy in thim matters. 

Con. [Reading.'] " Mrs. Judy Flaherty i^ requested to use the enclosed fen 
poundsf to convey her homewards immediately to ker family ; her other desire 
has more than been complied with^ as she will find by a parcel, which will be 
delivered by the bearer, who will see her safe to the coach-office.^^ 

Judy. Faith, and the powthered boy did that thing nately and ginteely. 
A good journey to ye, Mrs. O'Flaherty, says he ; the same, sir, says I, to 
you, and a many of 'em — give my love to my lord, and my duty to yer 
mistress, wid my compliments to yourself; och, darlints thin I was on the 
road, before you could say whiskey, and an't I here to tell ye the news *? 

Enter ragged Pat, hastily, c. d. 

Pat. (l. c.) O, Dan — Dan, there's that devil's bird, Stone, the middleman, 
that wo'd sour the butther-milk by his ill-look, making towards the farm. 
Shall myself and a few dacent Christian-boys pitch him into the bog 1 we'll 
do that thing, if ye'U ownly wink wid your little finger, be damned to him, 
the dirty ould blackguard. 

Hon. The wretch ! 

Flor. Unfeeling monster ! 

Judy. The big, black blackguard ! 

Neil. The whole blood of me is in a flame ! 

Con. On my life, Pat, I must knock his brains out ! 

Pat. [On the l. o/Dan.] 'Pon my conscience, I'll take that throuble of! 
your hands, wid all the satisfaction in life. 

Dan. [Rises — Florence takes back the chair."] No violence, boys, we'll 
strive to get the wrongs we sufTer amended, but we'll break no Jaw, we'l' 
Use no violence ; could you even succeed for a time, think how fearful aiii 
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bloody would be the consequence, on every trifling quarrel, the instrumentt 
of death would be in your hands, the curses of the widow and the fatherlesi 
fill the land. 

Hon. Ah, for heaven's sake, think of that. 

NcU. My father'g right, very right, quite right. 

Dan. Then, darlings, there's another reason the ould man has to show 
it's as plain as the sun at meridian day, that we and most of the peasantry 
are infamously belied — our enemies, who wish to fright away the owners 
of estates, and cover their own wicked misconduct, represent us as barbar- 
ous blood-hunters, opposers of decency and defiers of the law ! let our 
conduct give back the lie to the liar, and let the unstained and noble blood 
of the O'Carolans and the O'Fiahertys prove to all Europe that the Irish 
poor are as honest, self-governed, and hospitable as any race of men in 
ancient -or in modern history. 

[Dan goes up, and sits, r. c, and takes the children on his knee. 

Neil. Oh, my father ! [All go up to r. c, except Pat and Judy. 

Pat. The ould gentleman has brought the water into every eye I have 
in my head,— Mrs. Judy, ye havn't a drop o' the crater about ye— have ye, 
to soften the sorrows of one ov the Irish pisantry 1 

Judy. ITakes bottle out of pocket.'} Here, ye blarneying devil ye ! 

[Puts the bottle to Pat's mouth. 

Pat. Faith, now, but I'll listen to ye, the whole day and night, backed 
by such a spirited argument as this. [Drinks 

Co7i. [Looking, c. r. j Faith then, here comes Stone himself. 

[Crosses to l. c. with Honor. 

Pat. If that same Stone Wa's chucked into the river, I'm thinking how 
nately he'd sink to the bottom. Pat wodn't break his neck to fish him up 
again. 

Judy. Dan, my darling, ye've bothered me wid your ancient and modern 
speeches, but a word wid ye, Pm resolved to manage my own affairs wid 
my own hands, as far as that Stone's concerned, dibil's cure to him, Judy 
O'Trot will do the iligant thing. 

Entsr Stone, c. from l.— Dan retires-^Coson and Florence go down to 
R. c; he' has hold of her hand. 

Stone, (l. c.) So, so, Florence hand in hand with young Conor, umph ; 
well, I suppose you see I'm here, who am 11 

Pat. (c.) Ye're a stone, and « stone's widout blood or heart. 

Judy, (c.) [Aside.] I'll give that sensible boy another drop of the 
crater. Pat, ye divil, here ! 

[They go up c.-She puts the flask to Pat's lips. 

Stone. Insult is not payment — money I want, and money I must and 
will have, you can't expect indulgence from me. I have the sheriff and 
officers at hand, to distrain Judy O'Flaherty or Judy O'Trot's goods, and 
turn her out ; your turn will come next, Daniel ! 

Judy. [Aside.l Many thanks to ye, Mr. Stone, Esq. Pat, wait till a 
while ago. [Gives Mm a drink from the flask. 

Pat. I'll do that thing. [Drinks it up 

Stone. Therefore, ye'll prepare yourselves to seek another habitation, 
tnd you'll understand it's a capital felony vipitcd with Irantportatioft foi 
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/Ifc if a single article should be removed from the premise* before my U "^ 
ful dues are satisfied. 

Tkeyall kneel and the men, who have taken off their hats on STOTXE'nen^ 
trance, are thunderstruck by old Dan, who, tearing open his neck^clotk 
utters in a loud, and most commanding voice ' — 

Ban. iComes down, c] Stand upon your feet like men, like honest men 
%nd upright Irishmen— ye should have old Daniel's curse if you could bend 
low enough to kneel or crouch before that upstart beggar, in sorrows and 
oppression, and it isn't those ye're wanting ; kneel there, [pointing uywards^ 
End there ye'll be heard and answered, all in good time. [To ^eil and 
Conor, who have taken off their hats during the old man's solemn appeal. \ 
Put on your hats, my boys, and listen with decency to this man s message. 
•' [Dan returns to his seat. 

Stone. Oh, I've nothing more to say, only you'll remember, you're joint 
security with your son for this farm. , , . , m 

Judy. [Advancing.] And after this Uligant behavior, maybe yell go 
home and ate your pratees wid as good an appetite as ivir. 

Pat. Sure will he, a stone wou'dn't choak him, the Jackall that he is. 
Stone, I've a seizure against you, Mrs. Judy ! ..... 

Judy. Och, the house-breaker— if ye lay a finger on a pig or tinder-box 
or any other animal in my nate white cot yonder, I'll bate you blue intirely, 
—och, look to his ^ig, it's the color of his heart— the canting, blarneymg 
rapscallion— what's the like of that, Pat^ 
Pat. A stone. 

Stone. You'll change your note, to-morrow I 

Judjf By the powers, but I've changed it to-day and put the money m 
a hole up the chimney. 

Stont. What 1 * . , v i j mi 

Judh What!— Bad manners to yer school-master, it s httle good ye U 

ff-t of me anyhow. I'm an ancient modern hero of a woman, as Dan 

O'Carolan says in his illigant speech, and I'll not demean myself to such a 

iitone. , , _ 

Stone. Upon my life I think the woman's mad. ^ 

Judy. No more a woman than yourself, ould Stone— woman is it ye 
mane, ye ould deceiver, ye defamer ov the fair and tmder six ! have I, Judy 
O'Trot, travelled in a ship by land, and a-top of a coach by water, to be 
called a woman by the likes of you— m^be ye'll write squire to the ind 
of my name yet— ye stone ye— [pulls lease out of her poc^cM— rade that, 
ye destroyer, and thin ax yourself whether ye havn't got a pain mT?ur 
back, ould Stone. [He looks at lease and lets it fall.-] Take a lady's advice, 
ould Stone, and get out of that— what, ye're bothered mtirely—rade, Conor, 
boy, till every hair in the ould rapscallion's wig stands as upnght wid fright 
as « poker— rade, boy, rade ! . ^ „ ,. , ^ n 

cL [Having taken it up.] As I live, it's a full discharge of a 1 our past 
debts and the renewal of our lease, during my mother's life, and mine., at 
an almost nominal rent of four pounds a-year. 

Stone. [Maliciously.] It's a pity, Daniel, you have no such document ; cr« 
it be long, ye shaU hear of me, I promise you. iluxit c, and o/?, i. 

Judy. Paddy, yc'd betthei be tfter shewing him the way. 
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Pat, I'll do that thing, when I've collected my tooth-pick. 

\^Take}> an immensely big stick 

Judy. It's an engaging lad ye are, Pat ! 

Pat, Barring the brogues, och ! [Leaps and exit, u. 

Neil. There's evil in the steward's eye, and the devil in his heart. 

Hon. I dread to think upon the consequences of the rage, and the dis- 
appointment of his malice. 

Judy. Faith and no fluster at all, at all. I'll sell the pigs and the ould 
cock and hen, and all the other moveables before the hair of your headi 
shall be touched by a Stone. 

pan. Our trials will be many and severe, but our neighbor's success in- 
spires me with hope — so much goodness can only proceed from hearts of 
benevolence ; therefore, ould as 1 am, I'll see London myself. [Noise. 

Enter Pat, c, running. 

Pat. Och, great bad luck is it I have to tell : a foreign Frinchman hag 
pitched himself and his horse over the cliff, one of 'em killed intirely. 

Omnes. Which 1 which 1 

Pat. Och, the horse, of course ; the jintleman scrambled up, and squat 
ting on the banks, rubbing his feet, says I, Long life to your honor, is it any 
physic ye're needing after your tumble 1 say the word, and I'll fetch 
Phelim O'Drench. the horse-doctor ; but the crater ownly smiled, and said, 
Paddy, parlez vous fran^ais 1 ocho, says I, that's Irish ; ownly I don't 
understand your brogue, but I'll run for ould Dan O'Carolan, and he'll give 
ye help before you can say slips, 

Hon. What can we do, oui means are so small 1 

Flor. And but one respectable bed in the house ! 

Dan. Then smooth it down for this unfortunate sufferer, stir about the 
house and make this unhappy being welcome — hospitality at all times is 
ould Ireland's boast, and the practice of this duty places the peasant owner 
of the meanest hovel on a par with the proudest peer Great Britain boasts. 
Come, lads, come ! [Exeunt c, and off, \. 

MUSIC. — The women retire and place the room in order; then return, await- 
ing respectfully the entrance of the stranger, who, leaning on the men, ad 
vahces, seats himself in the centre, first bowing to the ladies. 

Mons. V. Ah, messieurs et mesdames, I thank all every for dis honeur. 
Je vous remercie de tout mon coeur. [Perceiving Pat.] Ah, mon bon ami, 
how do you find yourself out to-day 1 I hope you understand what I say. 

Pai. (l. c.) Understand ye—sure and I do, it's all as clear as the mud in 
ihe Liffy, ixcipting thiat bit of an engaging brogue you have, joy. 

Mons. V. (c.) Aha, my friend Pat, you shall understand dis. 

[Offers coin. 

Pat. No,yer honor, my namesake, St. Patrick, who was christened afthei 
me, was a jontleman, and it's beneath his discindants to take dirty money 
for helping a foreigner out of the mud. [Retires up with Judy 

Judy. Pat, ye divil, here ! 

[Crosses, gives him whisky — he drinks and exits, c. 

Hon. (l. c.) If you have received the least shock, a plain, but clean bed 
ifl prepared for you. 
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Neil, (l.) Consider yourself as master of this humble roof, and make 
yourself at home. 
Mons. V, Mais I am oblige to you, from top to bottom all over— mais, 

what can I C^^^^* ^^^ ^"^*^» ^^^*"- 

Dan. (r). iMildly hut firmly.'] Put up !— a stranger it's plam ye are, or 
you'd know the poorest of Ireland's children never sell their humanity. 
TPat runs in and whispers Dan, r.^c.-^Mous. Voyage, pulls out his 
handkerchief, and covers his face.1 Whist ! don't distress the stranger wid 
the news, darlint ; Judy, ye'U remain and see to the accommodations ; it s 
yourself knows our errand. 

[Exeunt omnes c. l., hut Judy and Mons. Voyage. 

Mons. V. Ah, but it's noble— cette conduit la est bien noble trouvez vous, 
nest ce pas, madame. I beg myself out of your pardon. I don't know 
which and who is your name. 

Judy. Judy O'Flaherty, or if you plase, O'Trot. 

Mons. V, Judy, if you please, O'Flanigo Trot, ah, mon dieu, c'est bien 
difficile a prononcer que cette appellation la. » 

Judy, [BawUng.^ Which ! , t t. „ i, i t 

Mons, V. A hard name to speak from my mouth. I shall break some of 
my jaws, Judy O'Trot. ... . , 

Judy. Och, darlint, it's nothing whin ye're used to it, but is it spraine<l 
yer ancle is — there's as nate a bed as ever a 

Mons. V. Ah, mais excusez moi— your pardon, you are so agreeable dat 
you drive all my slips away — you are so like a French lady that 

Judy. Faith, and it's myself always had a turn for iligance, in spite of 
my teeth, but it's getting dark, and ye must go to the bed or I'll get a 
character for bad manners, and if ye hear si bit of a scrimmage, and one 
Stone sho'd whisper a word or two of a broken head, ye'U jist rimimber 
iVs only a pleasant dream ye've got, and turn about on the other side of ye, 
and skep like a mill-stone till the morning. 

MMs. V. Bon repos, madam Judy,— 0— o,— I don't know— bote keep 
out your heart, laugh to-day and cry to-morrow, is always the French 



motto. 



lotto. , , - 

Judy. Right, Monsieur, right, och, joy— bad luck now— worse luck an- 

other time. 

Mms. V. Is this what you tink— ah, bravo— bravo ! 

He retires to the bed-room, L. 2 k., Jbov looks out, and the family party rush 
down despairingly and stand in mute hmror. 

Hon. Beggary and ruin must be our lot— they come— my children, oh 
my children ! 

Judy. Och, theij that devil's bird, Stone, is upon ye to take away every 
itick — hard fortune to him. 

Con. Mother dear, something must be done. 

.'udy. Here's the key, run and get five pounds out of the chimney — the 
silver watch, the pig and the cow, that's more than will pay the rint twice 
over. [Exit CoNoa hastily.] Sure, and there's no occasion to cast down 
your hearts— the boy'll reach the white cottage yonder in a jiffy. 
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Enter Stone and Sheriffs with officer^, 

Stofie. Seize on every thing. Whistle, if the least resistance ia made, 
and an armed body of police will rush to your assistance. 

lTak€8 hold of chair. 

Judy, (l, c.) Hold off your dirty hands from your dirty work-— the hoy 
Conor has run to my white cot yonc^er for the money. He'll be back, ] 
warrant, in a twinkling. 

Lights down. Low hurry — Pia Pianisstmo. The cot bursts into flames-^ 
the characters form on cither side of the stage, and Conor rushes on with- 
out his coat. 

Con. [Above the music.l Some one has fired the farm ! and oh, mother, 
Florence, we are ruined, entirely ruined. 

Stone, (l. c.) [Loudly, and with authority.'^ Sheriff, do your duty ! 

Pat, [Interposing. 1 If you lay your dirty fingers on a stick, I'll dust youi 
jacket for yez. [Jumps upon the table, and flourishes his shillelak 

Honor /tfiw/s on Neil, r. c. Florence hides her head in Conoe's bosom., 
R. c. The two girls rush to Florence, and Dan takes the young child in his 
arms, and kneels, exclaiming, *♦ Ireland — Ireland !" The glare of the con 
flagration illumines this affecting Tableau. 



AQT II. 

SCENE 1. — A Landscape, emftrdd with snow. — Cave, r. h., 3 k. Music. 

Bank, r. h., 2 e. — Snow falling. Enter Stone, u. e. l. 

Stone, (u. E. L.) Damn it, when I come to calculate on this business, I'm 
more like to be a loser than I thought. Well, my revenge is satisfied— 
that's something— but the old man, Dan O'Carolan, is too deep for me. No 
rioting, no blows, not even an abusive word ; so that no excuse presented 
itself to fire upon one of 'em, or even commit 'em to prison. Where the 
devil can Slang, the London Sharper, loiter ] That's another curse ; when 
you employ a rascal, you must put up with his insolence, although he'g 
sure to take care and be well paid. Oho ! here my gentleman is. 

Enter Slang, l. h. u. e., 

Slang. Veil, Mr. Stone, havn't kept you vaiting, I hope, for I'm devlishly 
in want of the ready. Come, fork out — forty pounds. 

Stone. Forty devils— forty pounds indeed. For what, I should like to 
know 1 

Slang. Vy, Mr. Stone, I don't like to descend to particulars — but thcre'i 
been a fire at Judy whats-her-name's, and there's been a few false oaths, 
and there will be great want of my future services, and no mistake. 

Stone. I said twenty— twenty pounds— you know I did. Damn it, 
there ought to be honor even among thieves ! 

Slang. No low language, Mr. Stone, if you please. 'Twouid be setting 
A bid example for us to think of honor ; our trade would fall into disuse if 
we gave way to such fancies. The common thieves are getting too muc^h 
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of gentlemen already ; and if so be they vonce put notions of honor inta 
iheir heads, where the devil would such fellows as you get your dirty work 

attended to 1 . ^ . , «, rr jj -, t\ 

Stone, (R.) Not so much familiarity, friend Slang. [Xou%.] Do you 
take me for one of your own class 1 , , j ,^ 

Slang, (l. ) iPuintedly.] Oh no, nor half so brave and manly ; so don t 
flare up, old one ; but recollect, whatever I may be, I do the deed your cun- 
ning head plans, but your coward heart trembles to execute. So, no more 
mouth, but down with the dibs, or you know what ! 

MUSIC— ^ir, Pianissimo— Exile of Erin. 

Stone. Hey !— what— what's that 1 [ Looks off l. 3 e. 

Slang Vy, it's the poor souls that's either burnt out, or rendered house- 
less by your seizure, about to depart from their native home, and seek a 
passage to America. Damn me if it don't make me feel queer, that thought 
I had a heart that nothing could touch. Come, hand over the rhino, and 
let me be off. , [Snowfalls rapidly. 

Stone. Well, well, but don't be so impatient— the party are close upon 
us— beneath the shadow of this cavity I'll talk over the matter with ye. 
I've another job on hand, but we'll settle for both together. Here, this 
way— this way. [Thei/ inter the cavity, r. h. 

Am— The Exile— forte ma lento. 

Enter Neil Carolan— Aw aged father Dan — his wife Honor — with knap 
sacks and bundles. Conor walks hand in hand with Florence, bearing 
all her luggag^e. Children slowly movmg on— Jvdy follows. They all 
halt at the centre of the stage. The wood, l. h. 3 e. 
Dan. (c.) There's one comfort, in the midst of all this— we've wronged 
no man of a single article ; we've broke no law. Neil O'Carolan, remem- 
ber there's gentle blood in your veins. Meddle nor make wid no scrim- 
mages nor midnight attacks. Rade the account of your ancestors, who drove 
away enemies, three times their number and their force, back to their native 
shore, in shame, confusion, and defeat. But they met them front to front 
^noiVjut domestic cattle, nor maimed their foes' defenceless bodies in the 

^eil, (r. c.) It's my father spaking to me, and perhaps it's the last time 
I'll hear the sound of his aged voice. And is it yourself, wid your white 
hairs streaming to the night wind, and no cabin to cover ye from the frost 
and the snow, and ye preaching patience ! Oh, father dear, ye're either 
less or more than man I , . t • i 

Hon. (r.) Neil, it's your good father's speaking ; and it's his last re- 
quest. Promise him, and take that father's blessing. 

Neil. [Takes' his father's hand, and kisses it.] Ye know what it is 1 
mane. Ye've tould and taught me to respect my word. To the day of 
my death I'll do that same. 

Dan. Ye've taken a load from my ould heart. And it's to the next port 
ye're going, to work your way to America. Come here, darlints. 

[The family go up and converse, b c. 

Jud^. The ould man's spaches puts all the courage out of me intiroiv 
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Faith but I m no modern ancient hero, and I'll take no oath, save a id ex- 
x'Pf ' n^"" meet that Stone, I'll bate him to a powther, or he shall pjwthei 
Judy O'Trot. Faith, but we'll see who's the best man of the two. 

Enter Vat, with hag, l. h. I e. He looks at Judy mournfully^he has a 
small bag of 'potatoes and a coarse rug over his arm-^he is pale and agita^ 
ted. Music, '' The Exile of Erin:' 

.rjyi' ^''ii ^'i'^^' ^"""^u'^ it yourself going to quit? and is it to sea ye're 
gom ] and bitter weather. My heart's swelling in me till my body seems 
too small to hould it Here's the thrifle my mother has sent you, and you'll 
not break both our hearts, by refusing to take 'em. ^ 

r^df'-^' l^i^ [Half whispering.-] Pat, darlint, look to the childer : they're 
needing help, faith ; but I'll do well enough. Look at the darlints. ^ 
nhin'VM V ™^7t^^er! I codn't look in their faces, and spake 

entirely? ^^^ethmg rises to my throat, and chokes my uttherance 

^^Pn^^^^' r ^"\^^?t ^ ^'^St ^^^ ^°y- ^Offering money. 

Dor^ sh.^p?l ft ^^P ^'^\.J"^y- ^ hen the Carolans had meat, their neigh- 
Dors shared it-and whm it came to praties and salt, they put 'em piping 
hot into my hand, for my lame ould mother at hoi^e; and that made f 

safthat'pJ^D^^''%^l"^^' y^ ^^^^' •^"^^' -i^ the articles, and 
say that Pat Doherty sends his last love and complhnents. 

T„j,. rru L r^ ^1 .,. , [Rushes out, l. 1 e. 

Judy. That Pat s an iligant boy, and one of father Dan O'Carolan's mo- 

hf.'l!I'''M" 1. f °^'/ "^^^^ "'^'''^' ^ ""PP^^^' ^hi« ^ P««r Irishman gives 
his last blanket and potatoe to a poorer neighbor, he's shuperior if not 
equal to a duke or a king. Och, but T shouldn't winder if Pat's a gintr 
man m disguise, after all. Here, darlints. ^ 

Goes up, and gives bag to her son, with blanket, importing that they are for 
the family. 

A.^T' f ^^^"5^/f ^«^^> c.] You've determined among yourselves to quit 
nhl ? r ^''^^''^: ^^^Anjerica-the home of the oppressed, the bi?th. 
FhP h A ^ rT^I^^ Washington ! It's my advice that ye'll keep upon 
the borders of it as long as ye'll be able to hould body and soul togethelbv 
honest mdustry. For myself, I still have hopes for ye ; so lave some track 
m every village, how '11 find ye out. Spake no more-ye've haTall Pve 

f^str^^^^r^ ^""^ ^^ " Mf f. ""^ P'^y*'' ^^^^^ ^y ^g«d ^rame is held to- 
gether, and my senses will direct me. No more--no more. 

km- Answering to Exile of Erin. All, as they part, turn, and cast looks 
of unutterable aPctwn towards the old man. He takes leave of Nisil am 
HoNOE, Conor and Florence, who exeunt r. 1 E.-^then Judy and the cUU 
dren. He is so overcome by it, that he clings to them, as Judy take^ them 
oj;, R. 1 E., and falls prostrate. 

Dan. [Rising wildly, 2 They are gone ! The last kith and kin of me ar^ ^n 

Lov TilillT"^ " ' 5''T" land-Neil, my good, my dutiful, my only 

tar^; l^l^ cf^T"^' '^''irrV- ^^" ^^^^"' too without one soli- 

^'.^.tX^hil^r -M Y^/''". ^' '^^V ^''""'''^ ^^^^" ^" '^^' tempestuous 
^i-U the childer will ask for sleep, and warmth, and food. [ Warmin<r with 
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^rr<r.} Suppose the creatures perish in some snow-covered hole, and 1 
beleftalone-alone to wander forth an aged beggar, searching through 
each bog and vale for the mouldering remains of ail the earth held dear 
10 me. Uh, Heaven I m mercy save me from the horrid thought. 

[Falls on the bank. 
MUSIC.— Stone and Slang appear^ r. h Stone casts a scarlet purse of 
the ground, wrought with gold, so as almost to touch Dan's hand. 

Stone. I think this will take effect. 

n T •. 1 iExit into cavity. Dan, rising, sees purse— seizes it 

X^aTi. Is It clear my eyesight is— a purse of gold. Ah, joy! my childei 
will be saved-my age will be consoled-I shall embrace them all around. 
hnTf M n "^^^ *'^.?'''^ Ti^.^ "^^^ *^^^» and-I'll rush and call them 
rprnr;./ P I"' no-this gold IS not your own ; it must and shall be now 
u^ vu * J?*P^ ^^'^^ ]yxc]de»s bemg, wretched as myself, deplores his 
loss 1 11 to the nearest mn, and give it up. My heart is heavy, but I 
must bear up against it. Courage, Dan! Fortune may have power to make 
the peasant poor, but principle shall teach him to be honest. lExU, l. h. 
^^owe. Shall it 1 then we must make haste before he reach the inn, or 
all my labor will have been in vain to trap him. 

IHurry.— Exit, followed by Slang, l. ii. 

SCENE II.— Snow Landscape— Music— Front Scene. 
Enter Honor and Neil, l. h. 

r.£fl: ^°"''''' your courage does you credit. Large cities and splendid 
palaces may possess their ornaments and luxuries ; but let those who value 
Heaven's best gift to man, a virtuous wife, look upon the humble^easant'« 
SfsZ^Th-r^ how kindly Providence has mingled sweetness^ even „ 

«PPk ?«h!lf f rT""^^, '' ^/^^^''^' houselcss,\nd ignorant where to 
seek a shelter for his houseless family ! 

Enter Conor, l. h. 
Con. The evening lowers, and heavy flakes of snow will soon descend • 
from tTe Tath '"''''' '^' "^^ '^^^^"^^ ^'^ ^^ -°^^^^ ^^^^^^- 

Enter Gassoon, l. «., with letter. 
^Ga,. Is it yourself that's called Conor O'Flaherty, or are you another 
Cm. I see, by the superscription, that letter is fw me. 'Takes ii 

uS^^^U^ff^^ -' ^-^^ ^-' - y- ^- ^'n |--h^ 

Con. This is a letter from my mother-who wrote it, I wonder f-re^ 
Uuestmg Florence to meet her alone. Not long since I saw her wi h m, 
mother-what can this mean ^-should there be treachery . ^ 

MUSIC— Sw^er Pat, hastily, l. h. 

Pat, Oh, Neil Neil O'Carolan ! your old father is in prison ! 
nines. In prison ! l^ixo^u . 
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Pat. On the oath of that middleman, Stone, and be damned to Lin 
He swears ould Dan robbed him of a purse full of goold. 

Neil, Eternal curses seize upon and palsy the false tongue that uttered 
this disgraceful lie — a jail ! my father in a jail ! — oh* we bear too much I 

Con. Let's instantly return, procure sufficient implements to battel 
down the prison-doors, and seize upon the wretch who so long ha« 
wrought our woe. 

Hon. Onward at once ! women, girls, and even infancy must rise at 
such injustice and barbarity. The cry will be : There's no true blood in 
Ireland, if we bear this degrading hour. 

Neil. This villain hath o'errreached himself, and 'twill be a mercy tc 
mankind to stop his ruthless course. [Kneels.] Never, from this hour, shalJ 
iood or drink be taken by these lips, till my father gain his freedom. 
{Rises.] We'll rouse our friends to do us justice, as we pass along. 

Con. And be our signal-word : — " Old Ireland and revenge ! " 

Omnes. Revenge ! Revenge ! IMusic. They hurry outy l. h. 

SCENE III. — Old oak chamber, with a sliding panel-door, in r. p. c. — A 
large chest, h. c. — A table, c. — Screen on, l. h. — Picture in panel. 

MUSIC. — Enter Judy through door, c. 

Judy. Faith, Judy, but you're a house-breaker, darlint, with a felonious 
intint to trap a Stone ; sure, and this is a nate place to pop upon. I'll 
watch here like a cat after buttermilk, till I come across comfort for the 
poor sowls that are travelling the country through frost and snow, and if 
I'm found out, I'll act like an«ncient modern hero as I am. 

Stone. {Without at the panel.] This way, — this, I teil you, is the 
entrance. 

Judy. Och, it's the stone ! [Sees walking-stick.] Faith, but here's a nate 
fly-duster — wouldn't I like to dust the coat of ould Stone wid this same. 

Stone. [ Without.] What the devil are you alarmed at 1 I've pistols for 
defence, and you'll find a devihsh good bottle of wine within. 

Judy. Och, murther intirely ! [Pushes the door close with the walking- 
stick.] To the devil I pitch ye both ; how will I find out poor ould Dan 
O'Carolan's fate, — shut up here, like a pig in a pound 1 [Noise of spring.] 
That's ould Stone, picking his teeth — och, I'm ruined intirely, if I'm dis- 
covered ! 
[Music repeated, — the picture is shoved back — Judy pops behind the screen. 

Enter Stone and Slang through the panel, r. f. Stone has a pair of vu 
tols and key. 

Stone. Come in. Slang ; why, man, you're as much alarmed as a nurse- 
ry-child at the dreadful tale of the Blue Beard, or the Ogre and the Seven- 
leagued Boots. The situation of this room, I tell you, is unknown to the 
rest of the family, now resident in Castle Squander — and here, over a good 
bottle of wine for comfort [Puts pistols on the table, r. 

Slang. [Significantly.] And a good pair of pistols for safety. Mr. Stone, 
we may arrange our joint affairs ; but, with your permission, we'll begin 
with mine first. If I carry, oi cause to be carried, all the points for youi 
secure possession of this property, and contrive your perfect safety in e» 
cape, I am to receive one hundred pounds? 



IRELAND AS IT IS. 19 

Stone. Right, very right, Mr. Slang. One hundred pounds is the exact 
wm I agree to give. 

Slang. Veil now, then, we come to this here business at once. You 
must trust me, or I must trust you, — a circumstance I bv no means approve 
3f ; therefore, you have nothing to do but hand over the blunt. 

Stone. Why, really, Mr. Sjang, — honor 

[ Takes a key from his pocket, and unlocks the chest. 

Slang. There, never mind honor ; hand over the mopusses, or there's 
an end of every thing atween us. 

Judy. Faith, but Mr. Slang 's as big a rogue as Mr. Stone ; ownly he 
has more brains in his head. Och, the swate pair, as the devil said, by his 
elbows. 

Stone, taking money from the chest, and at the same time hringing out papers, 
which are laid on the table. 

Slang. Come, come — this looks something like business ; only let me 
touch the ready, and I'll drown, burn, or swear anything you like. 

Stone. Well, well,--there's fifty— that's half in advance, and vou may 
save yourself the trouble of counting it, as it was paid me by Neil O'Car- 
olan, and I always found his money and accounts to be quite correct. 

Judy. The ould rogue spakes truth,— I'd as soon expect a potatoe crop 
seven days in the week and two on a Sunday. 

Slang. [Aside.l Go it, old one ; I'll show you a trick worth two yet, when 
you least expect it. I'll pocket this oa account ; now, what is to be done, I 
should like to know. 

Stone. I can't exactly point out the course that step by step you're to 
follow ; but something whispers me, we're on the point "of encountering 
more difficulties than we are quite aware of— who in the devil's name is 

that Frenchman 1 — he has been sent here — there and everywhere I have 

sometimes thought he is one of my lord's gambling-friends, or in plainer 
terms, a sharper with perhaps some claim upon the estate. 

Slatig, Well, but that needn't prevent your escape ; what do you care 
about the estate, you can't run away with that, can you 1 

Stone. No, but I can run away with Florence O'Carolan if nobody in- 
terferes — the old man is safely lodged in jail — thanks to you for that, Slang. 
Now some scheme must be devised to separate the men from the women. 
Florence will easily become my prey, and if I can but get her safely on board 
the Fishing Smack I've hired, I shan't^stand nice about another hundred— 

Judy. Och, the timpter— -ould Nick will keep a score for you, and I'd like 
to be by at the settling-day. 

Stone. We mdst beware of that she-devil in human shape, that cursed, 
cunning, contriving fiend, Judy O'Trot— why, man, she made her way up 
to London, and defeated half my plans. 

Judy. Fait, I did that same, and maybe I'll do that same again — my 
compliments to you, ould Stone. {Drink.^ uquor. 

Slang. Nonsense — didn't I set fire to her cottage myself, and isn't whe 
vagabondising far away with the rest of the houseless wretches 1 

Stone. I've my doubts — we can't be too careful — to secure the Fishing 
Smack, I've employed a desperate set of fellows to pinion Ragged Pat, at 
he'a called, and bring him here a prisoner. 
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Slang. What the devil are you going to do wit*i the fellow ! he'il b« 
missed, and if he is traced, there'll be the devil to pay. 

Stone. Traced n>an — I only want to detain hhn here a few hours, till 
you and I can execute our scheme — we can return through the panel or 
by the door, which has been blown to by the wind — but above all other 
things attend to this, these papers you understand will do the deed — he that 
can empty a pocket skilfully, can fill one too. 

Slang. I see — I understand — ^but a word with you, Mr. Stone. [Leads 
himforwardf e., Jvdy pops from behind the screen, takes up several of the 
papers and pockets them with the pistols, then gets behind the screen."] Now, 
these are my terms, my only terms, I've seen bags of money in the trunk, 
and I'm determined to be well paid. 

Stone. It's a hard case, that one rogue can't trust another — ^well — well 
— let's get clear of this job cleverly and I don't mind a few pounds, [noise 
at door^ look to the passage — 'tis that hot-headed meddling devil Pat — 
bring him in. [Exit Slang, by the panel.'] I'm surrounded by blood- 
hounds on every side — ^but I'll be more than a match for them all yet. 
[Closes trunk.] One of my torments is far enough off I trust, that plague 
Judy O'Trot, with her hands eternally striking mischief at me. [Music — 
Pianissimo — ^Judy at this moment raps him over the head, he falls forward.] 
What's that 1 there's some one behind the screen ; I'll examine. [Music — 
he goes round slowly — 3 vdy instantly pops into the chest — Stone folds up 
the screen and puts it on one side. Enter Slang leading Pat bound through 
pannel, who is placed with his back near the trunk.] 

Pat. Bad manners to ye, Mr. Stone ; is this the way ye trate an Irish 
jontleman ^ I'm one of the relations of St. Patrick, and he came of dacent 
people. 

Stone. Don't flurry yourself, all this is done for your benefit ; you'll 
not be kept long, it's merely to prevent your falling into mischief with the 
O'Carolans. 

Pat. Look ye, ould white-wig ; Dan O'Carolan will live in every Irish- 
man's heart, when you and your memory will be spurned and trod upon — 
now, put that in your pipe and smoke it. 

Stone. Ay, ay, just as I said — but he's fast bound and I can manage him 
— here, here, a word or two with you and then to business. 

They talk apart with their backs to Pat. — Judy opens trunk, unties Pat's armi 
and puts pistol in his hand. 

Judy. Here Pat, ye divil ye ! [Pat hides pistol 

Stone. Go you and reconnoitre, while I lock this trunk, and then I'll 

follow. [Locks trunk. 

Slang. I'll keep a sharp look out; and if anything can be done, why, 

Slang's the boy to do it. 

Picks Stone's pocket of the key and shows it — crying, hem, ha, and exit ai 
the panel. Stone closes the door carefully. 

Stone. Now, arn't you a beauty, Mr. Pat 1 

Pat. I'ait, Mr. Stone, the leedies say that thing, and I'm mighty impa- 
tient to ax 'em not to break their hearts on my account. [Shows pistol.] 
Civility's iviry thing, ould Stone — show me out of this, my darling, or I'li 
blow the top of your roof off. 
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Stone. [Aside.'^ The pistol's gone — oh, certainly, Patrick ; law, it wai 
only my fun. 

I'at. Ochhone, your fun, was it 1 fait thin, I'll finish the joke— -lead the 
way, Mr. Stone — Och, Judy, you'll hear from me soon, darlint — lead on 
Mr. Stone ! 

MUSIC. — Pat points the pistol at him— he leads the way off thrmigh the c. 
door, very much frightened. 

Enter Slang, through the panel. 

Slang, O ho, the old one's gone, has he, and taken Pat with him, I sup- 
pose — well, never was rogue so neatly hit — I let him lock the chest, and 
then I nibbled the key — [puts it into key-hole,1—l shall find rare hoards of 
the old rogue's treasuring, I warrant — now then for an agreeable surprise. 

[Opens chest. 
^ Judy. [Rising. 1 The top of the morning to ye, Jewel ; it's little ye're ix- 
picting to meet Judy O'Trot, as handy a female-lady as iver thread in two 
shoes — shut up your taty trap and hop over the bogs, if you wish to es- 
cape the contints of this young gun. [Pointing pistol. 
Slang. Oh, sartainly — this way, ma'am ] 

[Exiif-^followed by Judy, through door, c. 

SCENE IV. — Forward sccne^-— Snow landscape. — Hurry. 
Enter Slang, runrar^g, l. h. 

Slang. Was ever the knowing one so neatly taken in ; tnat Judy O'Trot 
has trotted me finely, and a hard run I had to escape from her. Well now, 
I must stick to old Stone's dirty work in spite of my teeth — for I've no 
money nor means, to escape from these wild Irish — the 50 I've secured, 
won't pay my debts of honor among my pals. [Hurry 

Enter Stose, flurried, l. n. 

Stone. Oh, Mr, Slang— Mr. Slang! 

Slang. Oh, Mr. Stone—Mr. Stone ! 

Stone. Were ever two men so infamously treated— but who's that? 
[Looking l.] The Frenchman again :.^,what makes the fellow perpetually 
lurk about, watching our movements 1 

Slang. Oh, curse him ; some love affair, perhaps — ha, talking of that — 
I've dispatched a note, that will take Florence to an unfrequented spot — 
the one appointed and described by you — this note, it is pretended, was 
written by Judy O'Trot. 

Stone. Don't mention her name, it gives me a sort of ague. 

Slang. And me a crick in my neck — well, Florence is requested to be at 
the lonely spot near the prison, so you must make the mos t of that ; I'll 
do the rest of the job, never fear — I'll manage to lay 'em all by the heela ; 
I want revenge and I'll have it. 

Stone. Right, Mr. Slang, very right— there's nothing like resolution and 
courage ; I'll hide and watch this Frenchman — no, there's nothinp Uke a 
bold heart. 
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Slang. Well, I know that nobody ever doubted ray pluck. 

[Judy sings xoithoui L. ■ 
Stme and Slang, It's that damned Judy 0*Trot. 

Stone conceals himself, r. — Judy enters l., and. whacks Slang with a shille" 
lah^he runs off, r. 



iligant Pat a taste—that boy'l 
a genius, and by my oath, he'll be one of the ancient modern heroes, that 
Dan O'Carolan talks so much about-^lwi ! that the foreign Frinchman, that's 
always in two places at one time — fait, but I'll tackle him on the spot. 
lEnter Mons, Voyage, l. h.] Does yo)tiir honor and glory recollect Irish 1 

Mans, V. Ah, mais oui, madame. T understand all dat you say because 
you open your teeth and won't shut your mouth. Ah, mon dieu, I spoke 
your tongue like a natiTe born, on top dcs lands ; ah, mais I know who as 
what — ^he, hey ! . 

Judy, I'll try the crathur's heart— perhaps he'll do Dan and the family 
A kind turn ; I ax your honor's pardon, but I'm going to take a liberty wid 
you. 

Mons. V, Mais, madame Judy. 

Judy, Had you iver a father and mother 1 

Mons. V, I don't know— cest a dire— I can't tell, but I believe my 
mother was a Frenchman, and my seven or nine fathers is French, Dutch, 
German — ^a great many more countries beside — eh bien, as soon as I can 
walk on my two legs, my mother walk away too, so I am left to get my 
life how I can ; ainsi, je suis devener Peruquier, to dress the ladies hair, or 
a tailor, to sew out your petticoat, or^ a maitre de danse — voyez, ah ! 1 
know the three Miss Graces, aha ! lDances.'\ I do every thing to live and 
above all, I'm always gay, toujours gay, 

Judy. The cratur's brogue bothers me intirely — ^but as far as I can detect 
you're English, you've come to this country on a visit to the Castle Squander, 
i)ad maimers to the absent owner. 

Mons, V. Eh, who— which and what did you say 1 

Jiidy, Och, honey, I've an Irishman's heart, ready to give while there's 
any thing to share — ^but warm at the injuries of the poor ; the Carolans, 
where you was received, when you pitched your horse over the hills, are 
stripped, plundered, and in danger of losing their lives from false oaths — 
for the ould man lies in Tipperary jail, on a charge of robbery. ; Faith, but 
it's true enough, and I'm thinking, as ye danced and jigged and slept under 
their roof, it's little less that ye can do but put your head and your hands 
to work to pull 'em out of the mud. 

Mons, V, Par ici— dis way. [Whispers Judy. 

Judy. [Astonished."] Little is it Judy ivir ixpectcd to hear the likes of 
this, and it's all this ye'll do if I hould my tongue and shut my mouth to 
ivery mother's son, man, woman or child. [Mons. Voyage nods.] Upon 
my conscience I'll do that thing, though shutting my mouth is like break 
ing my heart intirely. [Exit Mons, Voyage, e. h., toith an action of iih 
i„>nctiom,l Och, niver fea a nod's as good as a wink to a blind horse ! 

'Musie 
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Enter Florence, running t l. h. 
Flor Ah, Judy, is it there ye are! [Judy nods.^ not speak! [Jm^t 
thakes her head] Oh, heaven, will you desert me too ? that fiend m human 
nhape pursue* me. I'll seek my father's prison ! [Rushes out, E 

MUSIC— Judy c— Stone observes FLoaENCE, and hurries off r. h., unper 
ceived by Judy. 

Judy, Och, if i^^^ suddenly stops her mouth 

MUSIC. — Filter Neil, l. h. 
Neil. Where is my father! This way leads to the county jail, or I'm 
mistaken. IJvdy nods, and points, ^xii Neil, R. 

Enter Honor, l. — crossing to her, 

Hon. What ails our friend— are ye speechless 1 

Judy takes Honor's hand, and shaJces her head, to signify no, and paint$. 
Honor exit, b. 

I!7iter Conor, l. 

Con Hath not Florence passed this way 1 [Judy nod^.] And that vil- 

kin Stone 1 [Judy points.] Since ray mother will remain thus obsti- 

nately mute, we'll rush and rescue our devoted friends. [Exit, a. h. 

Enter Pat, l. h. 

Pat Faith, Judy, but it's yourself. [She nods.] I'm thinking, Judy, 

when they write the next history of Ireland, they'll put down our names 

ag ancient and modern heroes. [She nods.] Sure, Judy, ye re try- 

inff whether your body's safe on your head. What do ye mane wid your 

^{Mitates her.] There's ould Stone, and the O'Carolans, and a row ; 

and wouldn't it be a shame to the likes of us, to see all the da^ent people 

set black eyes and broken heads, and ourselves widout a scratch T Ihey 1 

niver crack a crown ginteelly widout Paddy Whack and Judy. And so il 

ye won't speak, will ye run, Judy! [She nods.] That's it ; now then for 

the scrimmage. [Exit Jut>y, i,. n. 

SONG— Pat.— " Billy O'Rourke." 

" [Pat exit, r. h 

SCENE W-^Jail—half d^rk. Hole to break stones, to fall out. Air 
*' Galley Slave.'' Dan O'Carolan on^Jt£ straw. 
Dan. W^hat is it they'll be doing next wid me 1 Could I be assured of 
my children's safety, I'm thinking life would be hardly worth a struggle- 
but the honest name of O'Carolan has never yet been atained by infamy ; 
and though, for bare example's sake, I've striven to subdue br hide the in- 
juries that fired my soul, lest the warmth of temper, so proverbial among 
our peasantry, should burst into a flame, and bring the vengeance of tht 
law upon us— yet here, unpitied and alone, I can't but feel how savagelj 
the tyrants gripe me. 
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MUSIC. — A part of the wall is brokcy and a stone falU. 

^at, ^Poking his head through.] Och, Dan, Dan ! they're coming to r^ 
lease you out of the straw. Think of that, and keep up your heart. 

Dan. Bid them, from Dan O'Carolan, to desist. Can the weight of theii 
chains lighten mine 1 For the love of oald Ireland, bid them begone in 
peace and safety to their homes. Let them show their love to me, by strict 
obedience to the law. 

Pat. But the middleman has got possession of your daughter Florence. 

Dan. No, no — say no — or I shall dash my brains out against the stone 
pavement, here. 
' Pat. Indeed, but it's too true, Daniel. 

Dan. Nature can bear no more. My heart will burst its dwelling-place 
Bid my friends to gain me liberty at every risk. [Florence screams with 
out — a pause,} My child insulted — what can I do— wretched, and a pris- 
oner] IKneels."] Hear a father, stricken by despair and anguish 1 Smite 
the coward villain to the centre, who has dared to raise his impure thought? 
to injure innocence ! Oh, palsy the atrocious hand that smites the poor, 
and mocks their miseries ! 

MUSIC. — A crash, and the door, l. 3 e., is broken open. Florence runs 
in, and falls at D Am' s feet. Stone rushes in after, but is smitten down 
instantly by Dan, with the prison-stool. A great uproar without. Neil, 
Pat, and Conor rush in the door, 

Neil. Let's hasten from this cursed spot, and wreak a full revenge upon 
our ruthless enemies. 

Dan. Mark me ! Thou art spared thy worthless life, because thou'rt 
helpless, undefended, and alone. 

Stone. The soldiers are without, and I'll give the signal. They're yet 
in my power. 

Stone rises and whistles. Soldiers rush on — the peasants are unarmed- 
the soldiers present. At this moment Pat rushes in, and. knocks up their 
guns. Tlieyfire into the air. 

TABLEAU.— QUICK DROP. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. — A Hall of Justice — Taile covered— -papers and writing-materials 
arranged — Magistrate seated in centre. — Dan, r. h., Neil, r. c, Honor, 
Conor, r. c. up stage, Pat and Peasants prisoners — Stone and soldiery, 
L. H., Mons. Voyage seated, l. of table. 

Mag. (c.) We need only now repeat the evidence against these prisoner 
— Robbery and excitation to riot has been proved against yoUy aged man, 
whose years' and former station in life ought have taught him better things, 
—papers and articles of value have been found upon the persons of his 
whole family, whom I am pressed to bind over, to take their trial in the ad- 
joining town. 

Dan. (b ) It's heard we may be surely before we are publicly imprisoned 
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Sof/'^v'^K^ ^"^ ^^^ '^.7'^ ""l *^^ «^^^^^«™an Stone, who has sworn to thfl 
deeds, which we are said to have committed. 

Mag. Yes, sir, he has sworn to a series of outrages, which, when oroved 
must involve the whole of you in a most disgraceful death, or at the very 

InZy^f 'Tr """^.^'Pr'i Ay«^y<>^^ay well feel the effects your 

suDooTe Mr r ?^ '^" Ir ^^' u'^"^^' "P^" ^^^ ' ^^^ i^'« impossible tu 
suppose Mr. Septunus Stone, the respectable representative of Lord 
Squander could trom any unworthy motive perjure himself here. 

Sto7ie [Pulhng out hs kerchief.] I declare, with tears in my eyes 

«ir . fM ll^t f "T.-J- Tf «-y««T^« doubt, but this is not the time-welL 
yJi M f'^ ^ *? IS It you wish to say to that respectable gentleman ]• 
.afZ 1 5 ^*>^d- o look at him and to behold the great Creator's im- 
«?n,;.H ^^S'^^^^,^' excites more horror than will the pressure of that rope 
around my neck, with which, before our cause is heard, I have been threat! 
ened ; you, sir use the term respectable and aim to lay a stress upon it-- 
What IS respectable 7 the quantity of gold a citizen posses ses~no-for how 
many honest children of poor Erin's Isle, ne'er knew aught, but direst po 
vcrty m its most appalling form ; besides, sir, it is most unjust to use sud. 
terms as may prejudice our cause before it is heard, tou have been 
pleased to say it is impossible that Mr. Stone should utter perjury ; that, 
sir, IS at once to pass a condemnation upon us. Now, sir, it is clear thai 
YOU know nothmg of this case. I know who is perjured ; Mr. Stone can 
tell where perjury lies, and the fountain of eternal justice in its omnis- 
cience can detect the welWressed lie-not you-therefore, sir. be guarded 
m your speech, for justice is but awful, while she is impartial. 
J^risone7s, Shame — shame! 

Dan. Who interrupts this court !~Neil O'Carolan, you were one ; you 
-my on y son---It is this wild impatience, that hath done more injury to 
Ireland, than all her secret or her open foes could ever hope to effect-lwe 
are ma court of justice-respect the place, respect the representative, 
since he sits forth the type of that last, great court, where judges will be 
tried for every judgment they have given— where the tongues of perjurers 
will cleave to their false mouths, and where the honest pSor shall hear of 
poverty no more. 

Mag. Your reproof, sir, was well given to your son ; the insolent inter- 
ruptions applied to the course of law, are everywhere complained of. 

JJan. Ah, I know the faults of all our peasantry. I have devoted night 
and day m strivmg to subdue that heat of spirit, which ensnares them to 
their rum. The generous delusion more than half my countrymen indulge 
m, have made them tools of a few speculators— what else but violence can 
make 01 keep them what they are 1 have they not genius, perseverance, 
honesty, proverbial kmdness to the stranger, courage in the fight, and 
mercy to the fallen 1 no one denies it— no one dares deny it ; but the im- 
patient spirit that cannot, will not brook an hour's contradiction, ruins all. 
Ar-.tul men, whose interest it is to paint them as uncivilized barbarians, 
secretly excite them on to wrong, and often are the very first to sweai 
away their lives for evils which the traitors have invented and induced the 
open-hearted peasant to enact ; oh, sir, 1 tnow their faults, but I considei 
their temptations too. 
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Mag. Sif, the purse and money were found in your jccke Mr. Stona 
has aworn to the purse, and the officers can bear witness of their search. 

Dan. All this is true^ — the money I found, and Heaven forgive me if i 
wrong that man — but I sorely judge he placed it close beside me, at a try- 
ing hour — but no one being near, I placed it in my pocket, to return n 
safely to the owner. 

Mag. You must make that appear. Besides, the castle has been robbed 
of sundry papers, which were found upon the person of your son and 
those arrested. 
* Neil. Placed there by treachery, which none of us can here explain. 

Mag. Well, that, too, must be proved by stronger evidence than mere 
Assertion. As for yonder ragged ruffian, he attempted to intimidate Ak. 
Stone by threats and fire-arms. 

Pat, Here, your honor, I'm the ragged boy, but I'm the innocent boy. 
Mr. Stone is the biggest rogue of the two. Och, great luck to you, Dan — 
make a speech for the likes of me. 

Dan. Truth is the best eloquence. Patrick, speak the truth, and stand 
to the consequence. 

Pat. I'll speak the truth, Dan ; ownly I don't want to be hanged for it. 
Quid Stone bound my arms behind me, so that I couldn't move, when Judy 
O'Trot gave me the pistol, and I frightened ould Stone into a fit. 

Mag. Oh, you confess it. You're a pretty fellow, to be evidence against 
yourself 

Pat, Against myself! och, biit that's a mistake, intirely — for I'm not 
wanting to be hanged, on account of four women — three out of 'em I pro- 
mised to marry. 

Mag. I do not see that I'm justified in losing my own time and that of 
the public, in adverting further to your enormities. You have violated the 
law, by forcibly bursting open the county prison-doors, to release a pri- 
soner confined for highway robbery. 

Pat. I axes your honor's pardon — I'll speak It was I that broke a hole 
into the wall wid my natral head, to tell ould Dan the boys were at hand, 
to rescue Florence his daughter from the clutches of ould Nick — that's to 
say, from ould Stone — so don't go to blame other innocent boys for what 
Pat has done. 

Neil. Our father was wrongfully imprisoned. 

Hon. And we persecuted by the unrelenting agent of our absent land- 
lord ! 

Con. Florence, his daughter, deceived, and then attacked, for the worst 
of purposes ; while Dan, secured in prison, was unable to assist her. 

Van. Silence, lads — I see how our case will stand ; but fear not ! for 
Irishmen shall force that justice which quirking knavery would here with- 
hold. I — alone, old Daniel Carolan, by command and by entreaty, caused 
the sudden opening of my prison : but he that had imprisoned me had also 
stolen my child. There is no law at least for such an act as that — and 
if there were, no husband — father — friend, or man could yield obedience 
to it. Indeed, all laws that seek to check the sympathies of human na- 
ture will be defied and broken. 

Mag. No more. Have you aught to say, Mr. Stone, ere I give orden 
Ibr the committal of these prisoners 
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8Ume. Only that I received this letter from the hands of yonder for* 
f^qp.eTy whom I invited to this court. This will prove how fully I am 
trusted by my absent lord. 

J)an. Ah, this is the fruitful source whence spring all the evils of the 
poor. Not content to wring the last effort of his ceaseless toil away, to 
spend on parasites in foreign lands — no appeal is left for his tax-eaten and 
over-labored tenantry. Thus the peasant has no protection for his daugh- 
ters, against the infamy of middlemen, who, armed with letters of authority, 
can, in an insolent fit of spleen or vengeance, heap wrong on wrong, until 
the goaded tenant, stung to madness, violates the law. The agent wi ites 
a full description ^f the violence, but cunningly conceals the cause. Ter- 
ror takes possession of the landlord, and he remains an absentee, impressed 
with the belief that he should find no security for life or property among 
his tenantry. The agent triumphs, and the peasant falls. 

Mag. All this affords you no excuse for violence. Mr. Stone is no such 
man. 

Dan. Yes, sir, he is even such a man. I attest it there. 

Enter Judy, l. h. 

7«%. Och, and is it there you arel [To Stone.] Sure, and Pve had 
my tongue tied up for the likes of ye long enough. Won't I give it a holi- 
day, and no act of parliament shall stop my liberty of speech bereaftei. 
You're a rogue, and here's one can prove it — [leads in FLoasN^R, B.. who 
rushes to Dan, r. u.,] and here's another. 

Enter Slang, l. u. 

Stone. Ah ! my good friend, Mr. Slang. Then all is right. 

Sla7tg. I told you before, Mr. Stone, that I don't approve of no such fa- 
miliarities. I came here to do some certain work, for a certain sum of 
money — but finding as how you was shy of tipping, I took a much larger 
sum to write down the truth — vich, as I couldn't sign with my name, I set 
my mark to. There it is. Mr. Stone, I thinks as how you're in for it. 
Which is the way to Botany Bay, Mr. Stone 1 [Exit. 

Stone. I beg your worship to consider, that Slang is a fellow of no 
rfiaracter — that he has been bribed to this atrocious act — and my lord 

Monsieur Voyage. [Casting off cloak.] Is here ! I, sir, am ready to 
enter into securities for these oppressed but upright men. Disguised, I 
long have watched your footsteps, for I could never credit half the villany 
imputed to you. To that warm-hearted woman's resolution you owe my 
%isit here. Her story has spread in London, and will shame many an 
absentee to see and act alone in his affairs. Much injured Irishmen, youi 
oppressor shall be given to your power. I have already directed my law 
agent to take your different depositions against this man. 

Dan. [Raising his hand quietly, but majestically — which induces a solemn 
tilence.} We are satisfied with justice. Revenge inhabits not the breasts 
of generous men. Let him owe his safety to the mercy of the very beings 
to whom no act of mercy ever was shown. As husbands, fathers, and aa 
honest mea, no words are strong enough to show our deep extent of scorn 
and sorrow at your conduct ; but go. repent, amend ! As Christians, wfl 
forgive you [Exit Stoke, l e, followed by soldierr 
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Lords. Few be my words. To Castle Squander I invite you all, until 
jcxkx various leases can be executed. Nor shall one Irish peasant on 
this wide estate, henceforth have cause to say, The evils that oppress us 
aie caused by an Absentee. 

Pin, delighted, uncoHscioudy offert his hand to Lord Squander— wAo 
wanrdy seizes it, 
Dan. Take the warm but honest grasp of one whose heart loves all that 
will befriend his injured countrymen ; and let ould Daniel hope the justice 
leted on the middleman — the reparation of the Absentee, together with 
Uie kindly disposition of the peasant, may induce — nay more— insure the 
fiivor and protection of the Friends op Ireland. ..^ 

MUSIC.—" St. Patrick's Lay.'' 

situation 
dan. lord s. 
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PUBLISHED m FRilOlfS 101001 EDITION. 

Twenty Minutes Under an 

Umbrella 
Mr. Jofifin's Latch Key 
Watcii aud Wait 
Family Pictures 
Fatal Glass 
Ashore and Afloat 
Jeannette and Jeannot 
Bridal Wreath 
Gold Fiend 
Tom Bowline 
Narcisse, the Vagrant 
The Vampire 
Headless Horseman 
Our Geordie 
For Honor's Sake 
Oar BiiterestFoe 
By R >yai Command 
Blow in the Dark 
Painless Dentistry 
Takmg the Veil 
Rely on My Discretion 
Who Stole the Clock 
Love and Honor 
On the Chde 
Mary's Dream 



Bitter Beckoning 

Eileen 0:.re 

Jiathin?.-; 

Atroid^'^'ore 
My Sisi r from India 

Pdaria iv> artin 

Among tlie Relics 

N abob fo r an Hour 

An Old: Man 
I Village Nightingale 
I Our Kelly 
i Partners for Life 
i Chopstick and Bpikins 
I ('hiseliin« 

{ Birds in their T ittle Nests 
i Pretty Predicamant 

Seven Slas 

In sured at LI oyd 's 

Hand and Glove 

Keep \ mr Fye on Her 

Jessarxv's Courtship 

False Alarm 

Up in the World 

Parted 

One in Hand, &c. 

Little Saushine 



! Who'll Lend me a Wife 
i Extremes Meet 
j Golden Plough 
i Sweethearts 
j Velvet and Rags 

Cut for Partner 

Love s Alaims 

An Appeal to the Feelings 

Tale of a Com ft 

Under Failse Colors 

Heroes 

Philanthropy 

Tiittle Vixens 

The Coming Woman 

Telephone 

Too Late to Save 

Just My I U'k 

Grateful Father 

Happy Medmm 

Sole Survivor 

Neck or Nothing 

Poppletf^n's Predicaments 

Auld Acquaintance 

Weeds 

White Pl"'grim 

Dentist's Clerk 



Fame 



ARTICLES ITEISED BY AMATEURS, 



Such as Tableaxix Lig-hts, Mag^nes^'um Tableaux Ligh+s, Pre-nared Burnt 
/ ' Cork, Grease, Paints, Ijife,}itning' lor Private Theatricals. j 



Jarley's Wax Works, Ethiopian Plays, Charades, Amateur's Guide, Guide to 
the Stage. 

S. FREHCH & SON, 
38 E. 14th Street, Union Square, N. T. 



FRENCH'S SCENES FOE. AMATEURS. 

From approved designs. Representing scenes suitable for any piece. These are 
iuyaluable to amateui: scene paiuters and also a great guide, and help to profes- 
sionals. Measurt^menc lt)>^ in. by 12>^ in. 
Price Colored, each, 30 cents. Plain, each, 15 cents. 

BACK SCENES. 
The letters denote what borders and sides will go with the scenes. 
1. Cottage, Interior {jb) 
2 ** Exterior [af) 

3. Wood (a 7 ) 

4. Prison (c I) 

5. Field (a k) 

6. Castle (k) 

7. Street {g] 

8. Palace \dh) 



10. Library (j) 

11. Street, Forrign (e) 

12. lloadside luu with 
nver and bridge (A; 

13. Foreign Hotel ext.(a/) 

14. Ship Deck 

15. Seascape (&) 

16. C.ave ^c /) 
Drawing-room [j) jl7. Mountain Pass (& A;) 



18. Attic {hj ) 

1'.'. Lodging House Room{j) 

20. Vula (a/> 

21. Court oi Jnetice (A) 

22. Bar..nial Hall (^ 6) 

23. Proscenium, right 
23 a " lelt 

24. Curtain 

25. Drop Scene. 



B0KDER3 AND SIDES. 
Price Colored, each, 30 cents Plain, each, 15 cents. 



a Foliage Borders. 

6 Rocks and Katt Borders. 

c Stone Borders. 

d Fancy Borders. 



e Foreign Exterior Sides. { j Interior Sides. 
/Tree Sides. i k Field and Hock Sides. 

g Exterior Sides. I I Stone Sides. 

k Pillar Sides. j 



FRENCH'S AMATEUR OPERAS, 

FOR STAGE AND DRAWING-ROOM. 

Comprising some of the best works of the greit composers, and arranged so 
that they c<*n be perfornia I in aay driwin^-ro an. l^ach book i-i complete in 
itdelf, containing tiie Libretto, Stiqe Directions, Music, Costunits, and Properties, 
elegantly fluished and the sze ofordin^iry music, illumiua. ted cover. 

This series is superior to any othei' pubi shed. The lollowmg are ready: 

PRICE 40 CENTS ISACk. M F 

The Rose of Auvergne, or '-Spoiling the Btoth,"! act. Music by Offenbach 2 1 

The Blind Beguars, by utfenbach, 1 act 2 1 

Tae Barber of Bath uffmbach, i act 3 1 

My New Maid, composed by Charles Lecocq, 1 act 2 

A Fit of the Blues, composed by V. Robiiiard, 1 act 1 1 

Grass Widows, V. Gabriel, 1 act 1 2 

Loan of a Lover — 4 2 

Trial by Jury, composed by Arthur Sullivan, 1 act, words by W. 8. Gilbert. 
This is very amusing a id very pretty. There are five males, as well as 
twelve jurymen (the chorus), and one female character aud eight brides- 
maiis, also the chorus. If these numbers be not convenient, any num- 
ber will do 17 9 

T A.BLE i^UX V"IVA.][SrTS, 

ABRANGED FOR PRIVATE REPRESENTATION. 

^ By j. V. PRIGHARD. 

Containing 80 selected Tableaux, with instructions how to get them up, cast 
of characters, cos\;umes rt^quired, a Td full description ot* each pictire. Also 
information respect ng the use of the Tibleaux Ligiits, and other effects, and 
describing the music required for each representation. Price, 25 cents. 






THEATRICAL AND FANCY COSTUME WIGS, &c., 

A large assort Toent of above kept in Stock. No Wigs lent out on hire. Any Wig 
can be ma. e to ordsr. For prices and description, see 

CATALOGUE, POST FREE ON APPLICATION. 

3S East l^rth. Street, Xlnioii Sq.nare, :N"e^^^ Yorl?:. 



